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Using the Toy by Mark Adams

Sharing an apartment with two girls is an eye opening experience. I never bought into that crap about them being the weaker sex, but I did have a few ideas about them being ladylike and shy. Oh boy was I wrong. Courtney and Jasmine were friends before they moved in with me so while we got on fine, it was really the two of them and then me the odd one out. They were party girls and the weekend started on Thursday night most weeks. But that wasn’t what surprised me. It was how crude they could be.

I mean at first when they moved in everyone was very careful and polite, but that didn’t last long. I guess they figured after I’d seen them throwing up in the toilet wearing only pajamas there wasn’t much point being formal. I mean, they kept themselves somewhat covered while wandering around the apartment, but I think it had more to do with what they were comfortable wearing and any concern for me. And their language…

Men can be vulgar when we’re together and talking about women, but women are just as bad, maybe worse. I lost count of the number of times I wandered in on Courtney and Jasmine giggling and discussing some guy at a bar. What he looked like, how big his dick probably was, whether they would or had fucked him. Hey I’m no prude, but I frequently found myself backing out of the room red faced at the explicit nature of their conversation. So I guess I shouldn’t really have been surprised about the sex doll.

It was a Friday night and unusually neither Courtney nor Jasmine were going out. When I’d commented on that they’d just laughed and called it a girls night in. They were certainly drinking just as heavily as they would at a bar. So I retreated to my room and left them to it, until the shrieks of laughter started. I was curious, who wouldn’t be, so I went out to investigate. The pair of them were sitting on the sofa looking at something on Jasmine’s laptop. Whatever it was had the two girls laughing hysterically.

“Go on Jazz, buy it.” Courtney urged, leaning back and taking a swig from her beer bottle. “You know you want it you slut.” I didn’t know what it was, but clearly I’d walked out into one of those conversations.

“Hey girls.” I said, just to announce my presence. Jasmine glanced up from her laptop in surprise, then hurriedly shut the lid, causing Courtney to snort. I looked more closely at Jasmine. It was easy to be distracted by the long brown hair and the curvy figure, but now I was paying attention to her face and the hint of redness on her cheeks. She blushing. What on earth were the two of them looking at? Courtney wasn’t feeling nearly so bashful.

“Hey Brandon, what’s the average dick size do you reckon?” She asked and now it was my turn to blush.  But the spiky haired blonde just stared me down, completely unabashed. Courtney was almost always the instigator of the two.

“Umm… I think it’s like five and a half or six or something.” I mumbled, trying to stick to just facts. We were all adults here right?

“No wonder you liked that one Jasmine, it must have been eight at least.” Courtney laughed again. I decided that a quick exit was needed and headed for the kitchen on the pretense that I was hungry. It’s easy to seem busy in the kitchen you just open and close some cupboards and bang a few plates around. The hilarity continued out in the living room, but they were whispering now. Jasmine at least didn’t want me to know what this was all about. The thing is, the apartment isn’t that big so even at a whisper I could hear their conversation just fine.

“You know you want to.” That was Courtney again, still egging Jasmine on.

“Oh my god, stop it!” Jasmine didn’t sound as shocked as her words implied. Maybe Courtney was right, maybe she did want to.

“It’s not like you’ve got a boyfriend to take care of things right now. You’d have something to hop on when you got the urge.” Courtney cackled. “Go on, buy it!”

“Courtney! I’m not… I don’t!”

“Oh please, I’ve heard you before when you thought no one was home. It’s okay hon, every girl needs a pounding from time to time. Preferably from a nice thick shaft, like that one!”

I scuttled out of the kitchen and back to the bedroom, when the conversation got this raunchy it was best to maintain a low profile for fear of being dragged into the middle of it. I’d just learned more about Jasmine’s sex life in the last five minutes than in the previous six months I’d been living here.

I was curious though. Courtney was easily the more dominant of the two girls and most times Jasmine would end up doing whatever crazy idea she came up with. So just what exactly was she going to buy? It was easy enough to find out. The girls stayed up late drinking and laughing, which mean they also slept in late.

I had the kitchen and living room to myself all morning long and there was Jasmine’s laptop just sitting on the table all but inviting me to take a quick peek.  I know, I know, I shouldn’t have, but if it makes you feel any better I paid for it in the long run. I flipped open the screen and fidgeted nervously, expecting one or both of the girls to walk out of their rooms before  the computer woke up. They didn’t of course, they weren’t likely to sleep off their hangovers until the afternoon. When the screen finally lit up I just stared in amazement.  I didn’t even know they made things like that.

On the screen was a life size model of a man’s crotch and ass, complete with lifelike and very erect penis. There was no head or legs just that middle section and the text next to the picture assured me that both the cock and the asshole were suitable for self pleasure. I hastily shut the lid of the laptop and returned to cleaning the kitchen. 

If I’d read that web page right then Jasmine had indeed bought the… the… toy. Would she use it?

Courtney’s words from last night about hopping on came back to me and I found myself picturing Jasmine riding that large fake cock, her big breasts swaying as she did so. It was an exciting image, and I felt my dick responding to it.

“Time for a cold shower Brandon.” I muttered to myself. Thinking of my platonic roommates in that fashion would only lead to awkwardness and trouble, so I put it as far from my mind as possible.

At least until the package arrived. It was large, and heavy and addressed to Jasmine. It looked pretty innocent, just a brown box with no distinctive markings. At first I didn’t think much of it, just put it down in the living room for her to collect when she got home from work. But her reaction when I mentioned it immediately confirmed what it must be. She turned several shades of purple before grabbing the box and rushing off to her room with it. For the second time that week I found myself imagining her swaying breasts as she fucked herself on the toy, but I hastily banished the image from my mind, saying nothing.

Courtney wasn’t nearly so discrete.

“So you’ve got your cock doll?” She asked Jasmine later that evening as she strolled into the kitchen ready to microwave some noodles, which was about the closest thing to cooking that Courtney ever did. Jasmine blushed again and I have to admit I thought it was an attractive look on her.

“Well? Let’s see it.” Courtney continued. “Have you used it already.” She laughed at her own crudeness and poor Jasmine turned scarlet. Courtney wasn’t going to be put off my social etiquette though. Ignoring me completely she pushed past Jasmine into the bedroom. I didn’t know where to look, certainly not at poor blushing Jasmine. Instead I just stood there, waiting to see what would happen.

Fortunately the awkward silence didn’t go on for very long. Courtney returned carrying the package which, I noted, had been opened and deposited it on the coffee table.

She pulled the sex toy out of the box without any flourish, sending packing peanuts scattering in all directions, and placed the obscene looking item down on the table. Looking for any excuse to get out of this uncomfortable situation I scurried off to the kitchen and go the broom to clean up the peanuts. Courtney had Jasmine firmly on her hook though and wasn’t going to let her wiggle free.

“So how big is it?” She asked, obvious referring to the cock that jutted out of the toy. “Seven inches, eight?”

“Eight and a half.” Jasmine’s voice was barely audible but the promptness of the response told me she had studied this toy. Courtney’s laugh was filthy.

“Have you ever had one that big?” She asked. Jasmine shook her head. “What about you?” Courtney rounded on me. I gaped at her, my mouth opening and closing like a fish. Was she asking me if I’d… with a guy? Courtney laughed again.

“Chill dude.” The spiky blonde said. “I’m not dragging you out the closet, if you’re in one. Is it bigger than you?”

The abrupt change of direction caught me by surprise. For some reason I glanced at Jasmine, who was alternating between looking at the floor and at the sex toy on the table. When I looked back at Courtney she had her arms crossed below her chest emphasizing her small but exceedingly pert breasts. She was still waiting for her answer.

“Well?” She asked and I could almost feel her foot tapping.

“Yes.” I conceded, my face now flaming red to match Jasmine. I didn’t add that the plastic cock now sitting on the table was substantially bigger than I was.

“Thought so.” Courtney grinned. “You’re too submissive to be that big.”

Submissive? What did she mean by that. My sex life, such as it was, could be best categorized as vanilla. I mean I’d read a few things, but my partners were happy enough with missionary. Did she think I was some sort of closet masochist or something? Fortunately Courtney had moved on to other thoughts though.

“We’ll leave it out here.” She announced, clearly assuming we would accept her decree. I glanced as Jasmine again, expecting some sort of protest, but she had been thoroughly cowed and didn’t say a word. So neither did I. Courtney nodded in satisfaction.

“Brandon, be a dear and finish tidying up the mess.” She said before heading for her room. 

Jasmine looked like she was going to say something, but then changed her mind and hurriedly retreated. And I, well I finished tidying up the peanuts and broke down the box to go in the recycling, all the while trying not to stare at the big ass and cock sitting on my coffee table. Which, is harder to do than you might think. It was only afterwards I realized that I had done exactly what Courtney wanted without any protest at all. Maybe she had a point on the submissive thing. I really ought to be a bit more assertive or she would walk all over me.

*     *     *    *    *

And so the toy sat there on our coffee table for the rest of the week. Nobody said anything about it, what would you say anyway?  And then the next weekend it wasn’t there. Or at least, it wasn’t on the coffee table. I considered asking what had happened to it, but didn’t want to draw attention to my interest in it. So I just acted like nothing had changed.

I woke up in the middle of the night in severe need of a piss and trudged out to the bathroom. The toy cock was still missing for the table I noted idly. After relieving myself I turned to head back to my room when I heard a noise. It sounded almost like… but neither of the girls had anyone over tonight. Unless…

Yeah, I know, it’s totally inappropriate to listen to other people having sex, but it’s a small apartment with very thin walls, short of ear plugs I was going to hear. Admittedly I could just have gone back to bed and done nothing about it. But Jasmine’s door was slightly open so I peeked in. She wasn’t there, and the moaning sounds were definitely coming from Courtney’s room. Were she and Jasmine… in there… together?

I defy any red blooded male to resist the temptation that is conjured by that particular image. I certainly couldn’t. Courtney’s door was firmly closed and there was no way to open it without alerting the people on the other side, but if I pressed my ear to the door I could hear much better. There was no doubt in my mind that the moans were coming from Jasmine, something about the pitch of them reminded me of her. What exactly was she doing though? Courtney gave the game away, apparently she’s just as much a talker during sex as the rest of the time.

“That’s it Jazz, up and down… ride that cock.” She urged her friend who responded with a deep moan. “I knew you’d be a slut for big cock.” Courtney teased.

“Unghhh.” Was the only response she got.

“Good girl.” Courtney praised her. “Faster now. It’s time to cum. Don’t worry hon, any time you get horny I’ll help you ride this cock, all you have to do is ask.”

Jasmine’s moans became more frantic and higher pitched as her orgasm approached. Worried that I would be caught I hurried away from their door and back to my room. Even with two doors closed Jasmine’s moans were clearly audible. Slipping into bed I took my cock in my hand and stroked it, listening to her cum and imaging her moving up and down on that huge cock. I was rock hard with excitement and it wasn’t long before I came. Shortly afterwards Jasmine’s moans died down and I heard  doors open and close as she returned to her room. I wondered where the cock was now.

It was back on the coffee table by the morning.

Who had taken it? Did Courtney find Jasmine using it or had she taken it so that Jasmine had to come to her and ask for it? The two friends had an even stranger relationship than I’d realized. 

As I stared at the cock on my coffee table another thought entered my head. The sex toy had clearly been designed for a man, because it didn’t just have a large erect cock, it had an asshole too.  Glancing around to make sure that no one was about to appear I reached out and pressed a finger against the hole. It was soft and it gave easily to my probing. Hurriedly I stepped away, what was I even thinking? I’m not gay, I’ve never been gay. Never even really thought about guys that way.

Obviously I was letting last night’s weirdness get to me. Shaking my head I left the house and went to work. But the idea nagged at me all day long and when I got home that afternoon, there it was sitting there on the table, that big cock and that ass. As tight as it had felt around my finger, how good would it feel around my cock?

Neither Courtney or Jasmine were due home for a couple of hours yet, no one ever had to know. And it wasn’t like it was a person right? It was just a hole to use, to jerk off into. Throwing caution to the wind I grabbed the butt and rushed to my room before I could back out.

Once there I placed the sex toy on my bed and stared at it. It looked so odd, that disembodied cock and ass laying in the middle of my comforter. I turned it over so the asshole was pointed upward then stripped off my clothes. Naked, and my cock already growing stiff, I walked over to my nightstand and grabbed some lube, applying it liberally to my hardening prick. Once I was sure I had enough I climbed onto the bed and positioned myself over the butt. I was glad I couldn’t see myself in the mirror, it was embarrassing enough even like this.

But as I pushed my cock into the welcoming embrace of the sex toy pleasure drove all thoughts of shame from my mind. It was so tight and I groaned as I thrust deeper into it, shoving my cock into the hole without any concern for tenderness or feelings.  This was a thing I could use to fuck as roughly as I wanted.

I lay over the ass, humping it vigorously, I must have looked absurd but I didn’t care. My dick was rock hard now and throbbing with eagerness as a hammered into the asshole again and again, panting with the effort. God it felt so good. So dirty but so, so good. I thrust and fucked faster and faster as my orgasm built inside me. I didn’t have to hold back or delay for anyone else’s pleasure. And then, when I felt myself getting close I buried my cock as deep as I could in the asshole and cam, spurt after spurt into it before slumping onto the bed.

I must have dozed off and when my eyes opened again my first panicked thought was about Courtney and Jasmine. I glanced at my alarm clock and was relieved to see I still had at least half an hour before either of them would be home. Thank god for small mercies. But I still needed to get this mess cleaned up. I struggled back into my pants and shirt and took the sex toy to the bathroom where I carefully cleaned it, removing all signs of my abuse and then hurriedly dried it so it wouldn’t be obvious that anything had happened.

That done I placed the sex toy back on the coffee table, taking several looks at it to make sure it was back exactly where it had been and then I went into the kitchen to make some dinner. And not a moment too soon because just after I’d started pulling out the ingredients for my pasta dish I heard the locks on the front door and Courtney came stomping in I froze, waiting to see if she would notice anything out of the ordinary, but she came straight through to the kitchen.

“What’cha making?” She asked, opening the fridge door and staring in, probably wondering whose food she could steal tonight. 

“Pasta.” I said, trying to stop my hands from trembling. Was I blushing I wondered? If I was then Courtney didn’t say anything. She was too busy grabbing some leftovers from the fridge and stuffing it into her mouth.

I watched her from the kitchen door as she went back to the living room and then through to her own room. She didn’t even glance at the sex toy on the table. It’s amazing how you can get used to something, even something really obscene, if it’s just there all the time. Taking  deep breath I turned back to the pasta.

It was a stupid thing to do I told myself, and I wouldn’t do it again. Even if it had felt really good, far better than regular masturbation. It wasn’t the same as a willing partner of course, but it didn’t come with the complications either. Regardless, not again. It would be so embarrassing if Jasmine or Courtney ever found out. How would I explain? I just needed to exercise a bit of self control.

*****

The next day the toy was missing again. A quick check confirmed that it was in Courtney’s room. Sitting and waiting for Jasmine I assumed. Did Courtney ever use it herself? While I found it easy to imagine Jasmine riding that big cock, somehow I just couldn’t picture Courtney in that sort of vulnerable position.

Sure enough that night I heard the moaning again. If Jasmine was trying to keep it quiet she was failing. Though most likely Courtney was egging her on again. I lay in my bed under the covers and stroked my cock to the sound of Jasmine cumming on a big plastic cock and then as silence descended on the apartment I rolled over away from the sticky wet spot and fell asleep.

The toy had already been returned to its spot by the time I got up in the morning. Surely Courtney and Jasmine must know that I would notice its absence? Did they not care? If so, why keep it on the table? I had a feeling there was some weird sex game being played that I didn’t yet know the rules of. I felt my cock twitch in my pants at the thought of that, there are worse things to play than sex games with young, hot women.

Staying true to my promise I steered well clear of the toy for the next week although the sexual tension around the house grew noticeably thicker.  The toy disappeared two more times to be accompanied again by the sound of Jasmine’s moans and groans. Nobody said anything although that Saturday morning at breakfast Courtney kept giving Jasmine meaningful looks and Jasmine kept blushing. I just kept my head down and tried not to let anyone see the bulge in my pants.

When the girls announced that they were heading out for the day and wouldn’t be back until late it was an opportunity too good to pass up. All week long I’d been listening to their sex play and the only company I had available had been my hand. Now I was going to be alone for hours in the apartment with the sex toy free to use.

How could I say no to that?

Of course I didn’t, I think I lasted about 20 minutes after the girls left before I was in my room with the butt sitting on the bed again. Thirty seconds later I was naked and applying lube. I wasted no time mounting the asshole and thrusting my cock into it.

“Take my big cock you slut.” I groaned, fucking the toy harder. In my mind I pictured Jasmine beneath me, my cock sliding in and out of her ass. “You love it don’t you?”

“Oh she does love a big cock.” Courtney spoke up suddenly. “Doesn’t look like you have one though.” I rolled over in shock and horror, my cock still embedded in the sexy toy. Courtney was leaning against the door frame watching me, a huge grin on her face.

“Get out of my room.” I screamed, anger deepening my voice. 

“Sure.” Courtney responded. “As soon as I’ve retrieved something that doesn’t belong to you. You can finish first. In fact, please do.” 

I stared at her in frustrated anger and embarrassment. If I stopped then I would have to expose myself to her increasing my humiliation, but was keeping going any better. Courtney just grinned.

“You know you want to.” She said. “I’ve seen the way you eyed that ass every time you walk past it. How long has it been since you had a warm hole to fuck?”

She was right on all counts of course. I had been looking and it had been far too long. And god my cock was so hard right now. I rolled back onto my stomach and Courtney laughed.

“Give it a good pounding.” She goaded me as I started to hump the toy again. “It won’t say no.”

If my cock had been hard before, having Courtney watch me intensified the sensations further. She might not be able to see much from that angle, but she knew exactly what I was doing. Every thrust of my hips and buttocks made that quite clear, even if her words hadn’t.

“Fuck that ass.” Courtney continued her encouragement. “Hump your sex doll.”

I grunted, doing exactly what she said, my hips slapping against the buttocks, my cock thrusting deep into the asshole.

“Take that fag boys asshole.” Courtney continued. “Pound him good.”

I moaned, my brain not really processing what she was saying just that I need to fuck harder and faster. I did, thrusting, moaning and pounding as I reached the edge and tipped over. My body stiffened, muscles clenching and unclenching as  I released my load inside the toy. A moment later, as my breathing slowed, clarity returned. I lay there for a moment longer, my brain whirling. What had I just done? What had Courtney said? What would I do now.

“You need to clean that up.” Courtney observed, still leaning against the doorframe. “Jasmine won’t want her toy back in that condition. Take it to her once you’re done. You might want to put some clothes on first.”

I didn’t move or speak to acknowledge her, waiting instead until the door clicked closed. I pulled my rapidly softening member from the toy’s crevice and rolled onto my back staring up at the ceiling. What the hell did I do now? Was Jasmine here as well and if so how could I ever look either of my roommates in the face again.

But, in the end, no matter how much you might want to, some things can’t be avoided. I couldn’t spend my life in this room, I couldn’t even spend the rest of the night in here, and it was a safe bet neither Jasmine or Courtney were going anywhere until I did what Courtney had said. I was starting to suspect that they’d never had any plans for today in the first place. That the whole thing was just a setup, part of the weird sexual game the two of them were playing.

So I dressed and, picking up the toy, it’s thick cock sticking out at me accusingly, I opened the door to my room and headed for the bathroom. 

Courtney was sitting in the living room, she glanced and me and nodded in satisfaction when she saw what I was doing. There was no sign of Jasmine and I wasn’t ready to speak yet. I just went into the bathroom and carefully cleaned the toy up, just as I had the last time. Then, after I’d delayed as long as humanly possible, I took it back out and placed it on the coffee table, right in front of Courtney. She waited until I turned to leave before speaking again.

“Is that where I asked you to put it?”

I turned back to her, my face still flushed with embarrassment at what she had seen.  “No.” I mumbled.

“Take it to Jasmine.” She nodded in the direction of Jasmine’s room. “Oh, and Brandon, apologize for your behavior. Tell her exactly what you did.”

I glared at Courtney but she met my anger with a confident, calm look that I couldn’t match. No wonder Jasmine always ended up doing what she wanted. Picking up the sex toy again I turned and walked the short distance to Jasmine’s room then knocked on the door. 

Jasmine must have been waiting for me because she opened the door almost immediately. Her eyes went straight to the sex toy with it’s large erect cock and her face flushed, though not as red as mine felt. I held out the toy and she took it in her hands. I tried to look her in the face, but I couldn’t do it. Not with her holding the toy, not with the moans and whimpers I had heard from her over the last few nights.

Courtney coughed impatiently and I knew she was dead serious about what she wanted to do.

“I-I’m sorry Jasmine.” I whispered. “I took your… toy and…” I coughed, clearing my throat. “Used it.”

The pair of us stood there for a moment, not sure what to say next, our faces both flushed red with embarrassment. Jasmine didn’t say anything so I turned to leave.

“Tell her how you used it.” Courtney instructed me, she still hadn’t bothered to get up from where she was sitting.

“I… fucked the ass hole.” I muttered, my cheeks burning hot with shame. Was that a flicker of surprise on Jasmine’s face.

“Oh… I thought you were… I mean… there’s nothing wrong with that.” She said, seeming strangely apologetic given the situation.

“No! I mean… yeah there’s nothing wrong with that, but I’m not… you know…” I trailed off, not even sure what I was trying to say or which of my actions I was defending. Would it really be worse for Jasmine to think I was gay than to think I stole sex toys and fucked them? Courtney was only too happy to help out and continue this painful conversation.

“Yeah, he doesn’t fuck guys he just likes to ram inanimate objects.” She cackled. “Guess he’s shy.”

The discomfort on Jasmine’s face vanished for a moment as she giggled at Courtney’s words.  If possible my discomfort deepened. But the amusement didn’t last because Courtney was ready to share the humiliation.

“But it’s not like he rides it he way you do Jazz.” She snorted “He gives it a good seeing too, he doesn’t let it fuck him.”

Jasmine hugged the sex toy to her body, freeing up one arm and hastily shut the door in my face. I quickly headed for my room, glad the awkward encounter was done.  As I pulled my own door closed I heard one last instruction from Courtney.

“Next time you need some ass… ask me for the toy.”

I slammed the door, leaning against it, beads of sweat on my forehead from the humiliation I had just gone through. Like I was ever going to touch that thing again!

*     *     *     *     *

It was an easy thing to say in the heat of the moment, but the reality was very different. I was living in an apartment with two sexy girls at least one of whom clearly thought it was funny to tease me. Where previously both girls had wandered around in relatively tame pajama tops and bottoms, now Courtney paraded around in a skimpy tank top and even skimpier panties. 

I didn’t say anything. I tried not to look. But, oh my god, her ass in those thong panties! It’s more than a person can stand. Jasmine wasn’t so blatant, but she continued her visits to Courtney’s room and her moans were getting louder. She was definitely getting more vocal.

“Ooooh… yesss! So big.” She screamed out as she rode the toy for Courtney yet again. They hadn’t even had the decency to wait for night time when I might be asleep. It was the middle of the afternoon for fucks sake! I turned up the volume on the tv and tried to ignore the uncomfortable tightness in my jeans.

That alone would be enough to test anyone’s willpower, but I kept thinking about how Courtney had watched me fuck the toy. About her words as I did it, encouraging me, and how that had made it even hotter. I wanted to experience that again. I wanted it badly.

“Again you slut?” Courtney laughed and sure enough I could hear Jasmine moaning. She must be going for a second round on top of the cock. I unzipped my pants and slipped my hand in to massage my swollen prick.

“Hey, no jerking off in the living room! Take it to your bed.” Courtney called out, she was standing in the hallway between the kitchen, bedrooms and living room, and once again she’d caught me. It was my own fault of course, what the hell was I thinking, rubbing one off out in the open like this. Well, it’s obvious what I was thinking.

I hurriedly zipped up my pants, and tried to figure out how to get up and head for my room without my excitement showing. Courtney watched in amusement.

“Dude, just go and ask her for it. She’ll be done in a moment. You know you want to.” She said, smirking at me.

She was right of course, as always. I really, desperately, wanted to shove my cock into something and, since neither of the girls seemed interested in volunteering, I wanted that toy. What’s the big deal, I asked myself. We’re all adults. There’s no need to be embarrassed by natural urges.

There was a loud shuddering cry from Courtney’s bedroom as Jasmine orgasmed again. “See.” Courtney said. “It’s free now. You need an ass to pound.”

Teased beyond endurance I pushed myself to my feet and half staggered past Courtney who, sure enough, started directly at the bulge in my jeans. “Oh yeah, it’s a lot bigger than you.” Was all she said. Ignoring her I headed to her room and opened the door.

Jasmine half sat up as I barged into the room. In my need I hadn’t even thought to knock. The movement displayed her curvy form to its best advantage and I paused in the doorway, mouth hanging open as she grabbed a sheet and half-heartedly covered herself. The damage had been done after all.

“Ah… I… um… may I…” I stopped. How exactly do you ask someone to borrow their sex toy? They don’t teach that in college. Jasmine didn’t speak, she just stared at me, the thing sheet doing little at all to cover her magnificent breasts. I could sense Courtney behind me, but she wasn’t helping either.

“I’d like to borrow your toy.” I blurted out, my cheeks scarlet now with embarrassment and my face so hot it felt sunburnt.

Jasmine didn’t look at me, instead she looked behind me. She looked at Courtney, as though asking for permission. Whatever she saw, apparently it was what she needed.

“What do you need it for.” She asked, her voice a little breathy from her exertions. I blanched, was she really going to make me spell it out.

“I’m ah… horny.” I said and Courtney snorted. I blushed further, my condition must have been quite obvious. Having come this far and humiliated myself so much I might as well go the rest of the way. “I’d like to fuck it.” I said, the word sounding harsh as it came from my throat. Jasmine giggled.

“He really did it.” She said, again looking behind me at Courtney. “You said he would but I was sure…”

“Guys are easy.” Courtney said dismissively. “Get them horny and they’ll do anything.”

I stood there as they discussed me like I wasn’t even present, apparently the center of some little game or bet they had going. I should be angry, I was angry, I just needed to cum first so I could think clearly enough to be furious with them.

“Very well. You may fuck my toy Brandon.” Jasmine’s voice was full of laughter as she spoke, I just wanted to sink into the ground and vanish.  But I wanted to fuck more. I walked towards the bed eager to grab the toy and retreat. I was just about to put my hands on it when Courtney spoke up again.

“There’s just one catch.” She said, clearly savoring the words. “The toy is Jasmine’s but you’re in my room, and I have a rule. Jasmine follows it and so will you.”

I turned to look at her. Courtney is skinny and not particularly tall. I must outweigh her by at least seventy pounds. I could take the toy and just go. But I wasn’t going to do that, and she knew it. There’s just something about her that makes people do what they’re told.

“The toy stays in my room.” She said, every word triumphant. “I get to watch. And you take the cock. Just like Jasmine.”

I stared at her, my mouth hanging open. She had to be fucking kidding didn’t she? Behind me Jasmine gave a nervous giggle. It was exactly the deal she’d made of course. But, this was different, wasn’t it?

“I’m not gay.” I snapped. Courtney shrugged.

“You’re horny.” She said simply. “Horny enough to fuck any hole you can get. If you want to cum, ride that cock.”

We locked eyes. I channeled all my frustration and anger into the glare I gave her. I still lost, looking down at the floor then round at the cock, still coated with Jasmine’s juices and sticking up on the bed.

“Everyone’s a little bi Brandon.” Courtney said, her voice surprisingly soothing and reassuring. “Ride the cock. Feel what it’s like from the other side.” I stared at the toy, she was right, it was a lot bigger than me. Could I really fit that in my…

Courtney laughed, she could tell I was considering it and even in doing that I was losing.  I was giving in. This was crazy. What the hell was I even thinking?

“I’ve got lube.” Courtney continued. “If you ask her I’m sure Jasmine would apply it.”

I glanced at Jasmine, who smiled back, apparently only too happy to obliged. I couldn’t actually be considering this could I. I looked at the cock again and my own dick throbbed, demanding attention. What did I really have to lose? I had already thoroughly humiliated myself in front of both girls and they had made it pretty clear that neither of them had any interest in fucking me anyway.

“This never leaves this room.” I said and I sounded hoarse.

Jasmine nodded eagerly. Courtney just shrugged. Courtney would do, whatever she wanted when it came down to it. But she had no reason to tell anyone. I pulled off my shirt and unbuttoned my jeans, yanking them down followed by my boxers. Courtney laughed again as my cock sprang out.

“Jasmine would you please…” I couldn’t go any further. Fortunately Jasmine was not inclined to torment me the way Courtney no doubt would have. She nodded and reached over for the lube.

“Bend over please.” She said. I did as she requested, reaching down to touch my toes. I felt incredibly vulnerable and exposed like that. Something about obeying Jasmine’s polite and quietly voiced instruction hit a core much deeper inside me than Courtney’s more aggressive posturing. As I stood there allowing her finger to press into me, coating my asshole with the lube, I felt more submissive than I ever had before.

When she was done, she stepped back and I stood up again. There was only one thing left to do. Courtney didn’t give me a chance to back out.

“Hop on.” She said.

Of course it wasn’t quite that simple. I’d never done anything like this before. I climbed up on the bed and squatted over the jutting cock, kneeling down until I could feel it again the crack of my ass. There, I hesitated. Courtney and Jasmine were both watching me intently. If I did this, I would have a cock, maybe just a fake one, but a cock still, in my ass. Courtney tapped her foot impatiently, then growing tired of my stalling she took control.

“Jasmine, hold the cock still for me.” She told her friend, who hastened to obey. Then she climbed onto the bed next to me and putting her hands on my shoulders pressed down.

I could have fought her off. Like I said, I’m bigger and stronger than she is. But what Courtney knew was that I wanted this, even if I couldn’t quite admit it to myself. So I sank onto the thick shaft as her hands encouraged me downward.

As the cock pressed into my ass I heard myself moaning. I didn’t sound exactly like Jasmine, but the similarity was obvious and Courtney spotted it too, grinning at me.

“I knew  you’d be a slut for big cock.” She said as I started to move myself up and down, riding the toy.

She moved her hands away so that I was now doing all the work, but I didn’t stop, sliding it deeper into me, groaning in pleasure. My cock throbbing and twitching as the thick shaft filled my ass.

“See Jazz, he loves it as much as you do.” Courtney continued. “Go on Brandon, fuck yourself. Ride that cock.”

And I obeyed her, moaning deliriously as I moved up and down. I could only guess what I must look like to the two girls, who clearly loved the show I was putting on, but I didn’t care any more. I just needed to cum and I was getting close.

I started thrusting faster, fucking the cock with a purpose. I could feel it so close now, just a little more. And with a grunt I shot a stream of cum onto the bedsheets as my orgasm took me.

Courtney laughed. “I guess you’re more of a bottom than a top Brandon.” She said.
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